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Curiosity Cursed the Leppard 


Author's Notes: 
None of these events were real, this story is a work of fiction 


February 1983 


Somewhere in Europe 

"Look at this over here!" Phil called back into the hotel room from the balcony, "Swimming pool!" 

Steve trotted out to the balcony and joined his terror twin at the railing. Down in the small yard of the hotel 
was an in-ground pool with a few lawn chairs and a diving board. It was nothing extravagant, but it was a 


pleasant sight no less. 


"That'd be really nice, if it were a bit hotter out," Steve leaned on the railing of the balcony. When he spoke, 
the fog of his breath was visible. 


The Leppards were about to begin their tour as the opening act for Billy Squier. They had about a week before 
any of the shows actually started, though. With all this extra time and no plans, there really seemed to be no 
telling what they could get themselves into before they had a show. Since it was the first day of their down 


time, curioisty seemed inevitable. 


"IFs still early in the morning, itll get warmer," Phil encouraged, "Don't know about you, but I'd take the 


chancel" 


Steve hung his head, looking directly down from where they stood, "I think you've forgotten what season it is, 


mate." 


‘It won't make a difference if its winter or summer," Rick appeared in the doorway, joining in on the 


conversation, "| heard the pool's heated, anyways. They haven't turned it on for the day, yet" 


Phil's head popped up and he cooed, "Ooh, even better; we can pop in for a hot swim after our runnin’ around 


Today." 
"Don't even think about it!" Peter Mensch echoed from the inside, "Heated pool or not, its only 34 Fahrenheit 
outside right now, and you boys can't risk getting sick! Besides, you probably won't even have time to swim 


after all that we've gotta do today." 


Sav appeared next to Peter, holding a few of his luggage bags, "Oh, it's not that much to do; it's mostly just 
the dinner with Bill!" 


Peter had to object, "Maybe it mostly is the dinner with Bill, but it can still take forever. All I'm saying is, don't 
take the chance; we've got stuff to do." 


And with that, he exited the one large hotel room the Leppards all had to share. 
"All this ‘stuff he's claiming we have to do is just the same old story," Joe muttered to Sav, also carrying 
luggage, "He says its ‘super’ important and we've ‘got to be there’, but we just end up taggin along with him 


for the ride and he does all the work" 


"Its like we're his pets or something,” Rick flew past the two of them and jumped face-first onto one of the 
beds. 


"Or his children," Sav commented, "Either way, he thinks he needs leashes on us." 
Phil suddenly called back into the room over his shoulder, "I say we spite him." 
Steve yelled back in the same manner, even though he was answering to Phil right next to him, "Ditto." 


"But how?" Joe inquired to the men on the balcony, putting luggage on the bed right next to Rick, "You two are 


the experts of spite." 


Phil simply motioned his arm out towards the yard of their hotel with a formal demeanor, "Let's go for a 
quick swim; it's the perfect opportunity!" 


Steve nodded in approval of Phil's proposal, and silence fell between the band for a sudden and brief moment. 
"Count me in," Rick muttered into a pillow, which made it sound more like gibberish. He sat himself up and 
stared at Joe and Sav, awaiting a response to support the future actions of the rest of the band, "What about 
you two?" 


Sav and Joe looked at each other and shrugged. 


‘tm alright with it, ‘long as we do it later," Joe expressed his agreement as he looked out to the Terror Twins 
on the balcony, smirking, "Can't spite him too early in the day." 


"Yeah, | say we do it later when it's not freezing outside," Sav suggested, "Spitin’ him doesn't mean we have to 


freeze our arses off" 


eR 


When leaving for their day activities about an hour later, the five bandmembers gazed in awe at the steam 


coming off of the pool water. As they walked on by, a woman with long dark hair and pale skin was in the pool. 
"Ooh, can't wait for that later,” Phil cooed. 

"Can't wait for what?" Steve asked him while they both stared outside, "The pool, or the girl?" 

Phil casually joked, "Ah, I'll flip a coin" 


"Okay," Joe whispered to the rest of the band as they fell behind Peter a little more, "After we get back, we 


hide out in our room and wait until he's gone." 


Sav added onto their plan, "And hiding time is prep time. We get changed, we check to see if anyone's around 
the pool, all that jazz." 


"Sounds like the most exciting thing we're gonna do all day," Rick commented as they strode along into their 
"busy" day, "Don't know how long I'll be able to last through all of this useless shit we've gotta do." 


"tll all be worth it," Phil assured them all, "We've just gotta wait.. and Lord knows for how long." 


eR 


They ended up waiting until about Tpm that night before they got back to the hotel. It was strange, because 
once they did get back, Peter said that he was going to simply leave them for the night. At the time they 
found out, the Leppards reacted normally, talking about being cooped up with the telly for the night or getting 
a good drink or two in They all knew Peter had to run back out and do other manager-type things, but they 


didn't know when he was leaving. 


While they were waiting for him to leave, they all hastily got changed into swim trunks and fished out towels 


from the bathrooms and kept peeking around to see whether the man of the hour still remained close by. 
| can't take this anymore," Phil said at one point, "We've been waiting Il bloody minutes!" 


"So?" Steve walked out of the bathroom in swim trunks, "It's just Il minutes. We weren't expecting him to leave 


right away.” 


Phil put on a pair of jeans over his own trunks, threw on a shirt, and made his way to the door of their room, 
"Well I'm impatient, and it'd be nice to know where this little plan of ours stands at the moment. We gotta look 
to see if he's gone yet" 


"Be careful out there, solider," Joe joked, strolling into the room with a bath towel. 


eR 


Phil slipped out of the room and into the empty hallway silently. He walked towards the end that had Peter's 


room, when Peter himself suddenly turned the corner in front of him, making him jump. 
"Oh- Peter!" he awkwardly greeted him, "Hello, there!" 


"Long time no see," Peter greeted him back, not taking a second to stop walking. Phil, however, needed that 


stolen second. 


He turned around to look at Pete and tried not to sound rushed when he asked, "Hey- uh, where are you 
headin’ off to right now?" 


"Just to the arena where next week's first show is," he began, "Then I'm off to another meeting with Bill's 
managers, then I've got to meet up with Mutt for a phone call to-" 


"Oof," Phil interrupted hastily as if it were bad news to him, and kept walking along, "That's a lot, that's tough. 
Hope you get it all done, bye!" 


He suddenly turned and walked in the opposite direction, waving farewell. It prompted Peter to wave back 
(confusedly). Once their paths had crossed for good, and Phil turned a corner, he slowly peeked back around 
the corner to see if his target had completely gone. Once he saw the man in question enter the lift, the 


guitarist made his way back to the band's room with a smug grin on his face. 


It was go time. 


XE% 

"He's been gone longer than | thought he'd be," Steve commented as he gazed through the peep-hole of their 
door after only about three minutes of Phil's absence. The other three were close by him, awaiting any news 
from their foot solider. 

Joe pitched in, "Maybe he had to hide?" 

Rick suggested, "Maybe he got in trouble?" 

Sav countered, "And what would he get in trouble for so quickly?" 

"Oh, he's coming!" Steve whispered excitedly as the four of them back away from the door, leaving room for 
Phil to open it. When he did, he came in quickly, shut it behind him and exchanged a pleased look with the rest 
of the band. 


They all waited in anticipation for a quick moment before Phil announced, "Our plan is a go, lads! He's gone!" 


The other four clapped and cheered briefly before each heading in a different direction to get their towels and 


shoes. 
"What took you so long?" Steve asked him with a laugh, "I thought you were just snoopin' around, weren't you?" 


"Well," Phil shrugged, walking over to a bed where his towel lay, "I had to hide for a bit to watch Peter leave 


because | accidentally ran into him, and | also asked that lovely girl we saw in the pool earlier to join us." 


The older guitarist exchanged a smirk with the rest of his band, and they all suddenly looked excited. Whenever 
they hung out with girls, it tended to get wild (and almost certainly meant that one of them would get lucky). 


"And?" Rick anxiously inquired, speaking for the whole band. 


The smirk left Phil's face instantly, and his voice dropped to a tone of disappointment, "She said she had to go 
meet up with friends." 


A collective chorus of "aww's and "dammit's subtly filled the room, but they all headed out the door and down 
to the pool no less. They passed the front desk along the way when- 


"Excuse me, gentlemen?" the fairly young American man at the desk called out to them as they walked on by. 
They stopped in their tracks and faced him, trying to cover up their bare chests with their towels. Their 


turning around was a good enough answer to the man's question 


‘lm sorry, but we've just gotten a report that the heater in the pool has stopped working. We'll have 
maintenence around in the morning to fix it," he informed them. The band all sighed and moaned in defeat. Their 
one rebellious act on this boring day was cancelled. 

"Can't we still go in?" Steve asked him, resulting in a slap on the arm from Sav. 


‘It's freezing out, and you wanna go swimming in an unheated pool?" 


Steve shrugged, trying to prove a point, "Well if it hasn't been broken long, the pool's probably still heated a 
bit, right?" 


"If you all wanna go in, you're more than welcome," the man at the desk offered, "But | wouldn't reccommend 


it." 


"Right, thank you, sir," Phil smiled, turning with the rest of the band towards the exit to the outdoor patio 
where the pool was. They didn't care about temperature at this point, they had a goal. Right about now Joe 
would normally be the one to turn them onto the right path, but he knew that they all had their minds set on 
the same path. He knew they weren't just gonna stop. 


"We're all mad, we really are," he mused excitedly to them, "Old man Peter's gonna have our heads if he finds 


us right now." 

Rick tied his towel around his neck like a cape and laughed, "If he finds us, but we know he won't!" 

They all giggled like children as they walked outside to patio where the illuminated in ground pool resided, their 
breaths now visible. The cold air of the evening enveloped them immediately, causing them to pull their towels 
around them tighter. After a moment, though, they all tossed their towels onto the chairs nearby, embracing 
the brisk temperature. 


‘Little chilly," Sav stated as they kept walking towards the pool. When they got there, Steve kicked off his 
shoes and dipped his toes in right away. 


"Little heated," Steve said back as he felt the water with his foot. 


"Little jump!" Phil threw his towel behind him and suddenly jumped into the pool, splashing the others a bit in 
the process. They all gasped and started laughing at the guitarists perfect entry. 


Rick pointed at the water where Phil was, "Okay, he's mad!" 
Phil came back up, wiped his eyes and told them, "H's actually quite nice! Just come right in!" 


"Well someone's gotta go first!" Joe proclaimed, "And its not gonna be mel" 


A quick pause between the remaining four ensued. It was broken when Sav suddenly yelled for a split second 
and fell forward into the pool. Joe, Phil, and Rick all turned and looked at Steve, who was just standing behind 
Sav (and now giggling). 


"Oops," he sarcastically snickered before jumping in after Sav and swimming as far away from the bassist as 


possible. Rick and Joe both broke down in laughs and wheezes, along with Phil in the pool. 


Sav resurfaced with a curtain of wet hair over his eyes and called out to no one in particular, "Where the 


fuck is he?! Steve!" 


‘Over here!" Steve playfully called out from the middle of the pool, far away from where Sav currently was. 
Sav scooped his hair out of his face, located Steve a few yards away, and dove after him. 


"Okay, okay, who's next? Me or you?" Joe said to the drummer. 
"Actually," Rick proposed immediately after the inquiry, "I've got an idea for both of us." 


xe 

"Okay, ready?" Rick asked Joe, who was standing on the side of the pool opposite himself. 
"Ready," came the response. 

"One." Rick counted. 

"Two." Joe continued. 


"Three!" they both shouted as they began to run. Once they both reached the edge of the pool, they jumped 
simultaneously and just as clumsily as one another. For the second that they were both in the air, they 
managed to high five each other perfectly with a quick scream before plummeting into the slightly heated 
water. The three other band members that were already in the water applauded them at their success with 
enthusiastic claps and laughs. When Rick and Joe resurfaced, they were immensely pleased with their 
accomplishment, celebrating it with a proper high five. And thus, the private (but still forbidden) pool party 
had begun. 


The next two hours housed a wide variety of spontaneous activities. These happenings ranged from cannonball 
competitions, to genuine conversaton, and to reenactments of live shows (but played underwater, of course). 
The band's wading in the water went unnoticed by the hotel staff the whole time it commenced, just as the 
cold temperature outside went unnoticed by the band themselves. Once the pre-provided heat had worn off 
into nothing but steam, the band's energy began to wind down slowly as well. 


"Man," Phil remarked at one point when they were all still swimming, "Who knew that swimmin' for a bit could 


make your throat hurt." 


"We've all been yelling too much, you know what that does to your voice," Joe told him knowingly (after all, he 


was the singer), "You know what happens when your energy gets up." 


"| feel like we've just played a show," the drummer pulled himself up onto the edge of the pool and stretched 


both of him arms, feeling how sore they now were. 


Sav, on the other hand, kept his shoulders underwater in order to provide some protection from the bite in 


the air. His hair was also acting like a scarf to the back of his neck to retain some of his body heat. 
His jaw chattered when he spoke, "Is-sn't anyone g-gonna mention how cold it is n-now?" 


"He's r-right," Steve supported Sav, floating right next to him in the exact same manner, "It's gotten a l-lot 


colder." 


"Perhaps its time we all called it a night, then," Joe pulled himself out of the pool and quickly wrapped himself 
in a towel, now visibly shivering as well. The four other men followed his lead as the water on the ends of 
their hair slowly began to chill to a freezing temperature. In a few minutes, they were all heading back to their 


room, smushed together in the hopes of heating up even a little bit. 


"Can't wait to get me some nice, hot tea," Rick rubbed his towel back and forth around him, "Now my throats 
killin’ me." 

"Blimey, can you believe how cold it is in here?" Phil asked his friends once they were back inside the hotel 
(even though the heat was most certainly running). They all nodded and murmured in collective agreement at 


the remark. 


The man at the front desk had heard this interaction, and sighed as he continued to fan himself with a folder, 


sweating in the excessive heat of the hotel 
KKK 

"You guys are all idiots, you know," Peter stated bluntly to the band members the next morning 

They were all grumpily moaning in front of him on the beds and couch, far from being ready for any sort of 
activity. They were also all as sick as dogs; each of them running a fever, each of them huddled up under 


several blankets, and each of their noses acting all kinds of crazy. 


| can't believe you guys would go swimming in an unheated pool when it's 42 fucking degrees outside, and think 


that you wouldn't get sick- especially when you know we're at the beginning of a tour!" 


"Hey now, Peter," Joe croaked sassily from under the covers, his beloved voice destroyed, "We've still got a 


whole week before any shows." 
"Besides," Phil added nasily, "Aren't you happy we're learning our lesson?" 


"You got me there,” the manager pointed at him, "I shouldn't be surprised; | don't know why | am, but lucky for 
you dumbasses, you just got yourselves out of today's activities." 


Soft sighs of "yes" swept over the hotel room as Peter covered his eyes with his hand in disappointment. 


"No, not yes!" he couldn't help but chuckle with a hint of anger, "You're still very sick! Now you lads have to 
get better, and fast! The fact that you're sick doesn't take away the fact that we're on tour!" 


"We'll try to get better soon, we promise," Sav whined before sneezing loudly, then holding his head in 
discomfort, "Ughh.. | hope so..." 


"We're real sorry, Peter," Steve pouted and made a fake but sleepy apology, "But we're actually gonna need you 


to get some medicine for us, if it's not too much trouble." 


The manager sighed at the innocent request and gave in, "Yeah, yeah, | can do that. Maybe it's actually a good 


thing you're all sick; now you don't wanna run off into trouble” 

Sav mumbled to Joe next to him, "Told you he wants to put us on leashes. 
Peter spoke up, "What was that?" 

"Nothing!" 


"And for god's sake, guys," the oldest man in the room began to make his way over to the heater, "Would it 
kill you turn down the heat in here?" 


"YES, IT WOULD KILL US!" came five disgruntled objections, making the manager freeze in his current action and 
back away from the heater with both of his hands up in surrender. 


"Alright, alright, | guess I'll see you guys in a few. ls there anything else you want me to get?" 

"Tea," was all Rick needed to say. 

"Gotcha," Peter confirmed with the young drummer before quitting the Leppards' room. A bit of quietness took 
place right afterwards, just to make sure that Old Man Peter didn't come running back in to see if they were 


faking the band-wide illness. 


"So what do you think?" Joe asked his four other friends in the room, "Worth it?" 


There was another brief silence before Phil answered, "Yeah. Definitely worth it" 
"Some here’ 

"Agreed 

"Kt was delightful’ 


Low, evil, chuckles made their way around the room and faded away. The band members then laid in silence and 


stared up at the ceiling, now uncertain of what to do next in their unexpected down time. 
"So.." Phil proposed to them, "First one to break their fever wins?" 


Steve immediately turned his head to answer for the entire band, "You're on" 


